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j A breif sketch of the history of ;Willian Davis and Elizabeth Hope, 
Father and mother of Mary s Moulton Smith, written by here 


self Hovember 7414. 1923. 


My father William Davis vas born Jan. 2,1830 in Wilsford ,Wiltehire on 
a farm and became an expert plowuan aud took prizes at tha plowing matche 
held in that county. He married Elizabeth Hope about 1854 in England near 
where they both were born and raised. He was babtinad Feb. 2,1852 by Bider 
George Stone probably near the place where he was born. 

M other was او‎ babtized at the sams time and place. They made 
arrangnents to sail from Liverpool on the sailing ship Hudson,inthe latter 
part of May,1864. They had four children at that time .The date of sailing 
. Tag pospaned for a few days and father and mother ,having disposed of thi 
‘ousehold goods went to visit at my mothers parents home until time set fo 
sailing. While visit there ,thier youngst child, about 2 years old ,was 
taken 111 and died on „29, nd they had to be in Liverpool the nent day 
so they had to Jeave without the privilege of attending the funeral of 
thier little daughter , This was a severe trial but there was no help for 
for it as the sahip would leave them if they were not there in time. 

It was a sorrowful parting but thier faith in the Gospel was strong 
and as quickly as possible they got om board the ship which sailed on the 
31 st. of May, 1864. They were some six weeks and a few days on the Atlanti. 
Osean, landing at New York July, 19, From New York they went to the village 
of Wyoming,which is on the Missouri river where they were met by the ox 
teams sent from Utah to bring the emigrants across the plains. 

Not many days after starting my mother and my little brother Moroni 
then six years of age,were taken 411 with dysentery, about the same time. 
my father was doing all he could to help and comfort my dear mother who ' 
was near to death, poor little Moroni , in a weak voice ealied"Daddy, Daddy“ 
father went to him and said “My dear child what do you want, He said "I 
want some soup: Well said father" +yy to lie still a few minutes so I can 
attend to mamma and I will try to get you some soup, he turned to see what 
he could do for mother who was in the throes of death. sie said "I feel 
that I am about to leave you""Oh don't say that Lizzie I can't do without 
vou, Let me pray with you", He breathed a prayer to his Haeavenly Sather to 
spare her life for the sake of thier children but when he looked at her 
again she was dying. Some of the sisters came to see what they could do t 
help. Then father turned his attention to Boron „he had got some soup and 
took it to him but found he was to late.His dear child was dead and his 
dear wife also. So poor father had to bury his wife and child by the va 
side without a coffin and with very little time for ceremonies. We finally 
landed in Utah without any more serious trouble My uncle William Hail Ston 
who had been in Utah someyears came and met us at Echo Canyon and brought 
us with him into this valley or at least to Hailstone ranch where he made 
his home for many years. : 

Aprail 10 th. 1865 my father was married to Mary Goddard Coll ins in. 
the endowment house,she had also lost her husband on the Jains in 1864, an 
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thier way comming to Utah. T want to say in justice to my step-mother, that 
she was à true and faithful wife to my father and a splendid, good mother 
me and my brother,who also lost his life three years after we came here, he 
drowened in the Provo river while trying to cross a wagon when the river 
was high. Father a nd his new wife seemed to be suited to eachnother, both 
being of a kind and generous disposition. 

they lived by the side of the road as the poem says and proved to be 
hospitable and kind to hundreds who in passing thier home in eold or sto 
weather ,in needof something to eat, vere alwags made welcome at the Mavis 
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trials, still he was jovial amd cheerful as long as he lived and his faith 
in God never faltered. May we „his children emulate his example and follow 
in his foot steps. 


Mary Ann Davis Moulton Smith. 


